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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

When the beach crawled longly down 

To the low sea, at morn, 

With my sharp hunting little knife 

I killed the fat Father of the Clams! 

"Leqa-a-a-to'q!" . . . (Ho? ai-ai?. . .Angrily she calls 

me!) 
Farewell, slaves: 
I hear the loud voice of the Great Chief's Great Woman 

calling, — 
The high voice of the Great Chief's great Little Son's great 

Mother. 
"Leqa-a-a-to'q — co-omes !" 
See Me! 

Grinding, flashing, my long, white, many, fierce, little teeth, 
I run, I run, 'I run — Ki-Ki-Ki-y! — 
To eat my big little supper. 

SONG OF WHIP-PLAITING 

In the dawn I gathered cedar-boughs 
For the plaiting of thy whip. 
They were wet with sweet drops; 
They still thought of the night. 

All alone I shredded cedar-boughs, 
Green boughs in the pale light, 
Where the morning meets the sea, 
And the great mountain stops. 
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Song of Whip-Plaiting 

Earth was very still. 

I heard no sound but the whisper of my knife, 
My black flint knife. 

It whispered among the white strands of the cedar, 
Whispered in parting the sweet cords for thy whip. 
O sweet-smelling juice of cedar — 
Life-ooze of love! 
My knife drips: 
Its whisper is the only sound in all the world ! 

Finer than young sea-lions' hairs 
Are my cedar-strands : 
They are fine as little roots deep down. 
(O little roots of cedar 
Far, far under the bosom of Tsa-Kumts! — 
They have plaited her through with love.) 
Now, into my love-gift 
Closely, strongly, I will weave them — 
Little strands of pain! 
Since I saw thee 

Standing with thy torch in my doorway, 
Their little roots are deep in me. 

In the dawn I gathered cedar-boughs: 
Sweet, sweet was their odor, 
They were wet with tears! 
The sweetness will not leave my hands, 
No, not in salt sea- washings : 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Tears will not wash away sweetness. 
I shall have sweet hands for thy service. 

(Ah — sometimes — thou will be gentle? 
Little roots of pain are deep, deep in me 
Since I saw thee standing in my doorway.) 

I have quenched thy torch — 
I have plaited thy whip. 
I am thy Woman! 



SONG OF THE YOUNG MOTHER 

M'-m'-m'-m'-n! N'-n'-n'-n'-ml 
Ai-i-he-i — ah-o-he-a-i-ne — 
Swing my chiefling fragrantly 
On the cedar-branch. 
Cedar, Cedar, tenderly 
Sway to the singing wind. 

Bright flying Wind with song in thy white throat, 
And light in thy wide sea-eyes, 
The sky's blue feathers on thy wing — 
Oh blow, blow, gently, softly, Wind, 
Rock my chiefling, Wind, 
In his little woven cradle. 

When thou wast still a seedling, 
Deep in mine earth, months deep, 
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